A   CONSULTATION   WITH   COUNSEL
stomach that swells up like a pig's bladder. The
minute it bulges up to hit the heart there's hell to
pay/ sez he."
" He's not far wrong," said Friery the Coroner.
" ' Yer heart is like a bull-frog leppin' on a bladder.
No wonder yer agitated in the mornings.' Them's
the very words he used."
"Who's this fellow Hoey ?" the Coroner asked,
interested.
" He's a kind of chemist's assistant. Of course
he's not a doctor. But I've two prime boys here
now and they're coming on nicely in the curriculum
and that sort of thing," Mr. Golly explained.
A tapping on the glass panel of the door announced
Bumleigh.
To a question, he replied: " A dry ginger ale."
When Mr. Golly reappeared Bumleigh spoke so
confidentially to Friery that Golly, recognising " legal
stuff and all that kind of thing," felt himself constrained
to withdraw.
"The ould huer comes along," Friery explained.
" ' I have just this lump sum that himself left me, and
I'd like you to invest it for me, sir,' sez she."
" And the lady was ?" Hosanna asked.
"The Toucher's relict, of course. I thought I
told you."
Bumleigh nodded sententiously and hummed. " In-
vest ?" he whispered equivocally.
" She might have meant me to put it into a brewery,
but I would do no such thing. Not I. Why should
I ? Invest a poor woman's legacy in drink, is it ?"
" To spend money on drink would have been
highly reprehensible. What will you have ?" asked
Bumleigh the barrister.
The Coroner indicated his tumbler as if he resented
the superfluous question. Everyone knew that he
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